All toe men behaved splendidly, but number 7308 was given a
reprimand for having lighted a cigarette while waiting for the
passenger train/'

The leaders of all the interlinked organisations have decided
to meet. The chief has asked me to come. Leroux begs me not to
take this long trip. He says that my description has been sent out
everywhere and that I head the list of those who are being sought.
That was inevitable. I am the oldest of the surviving comrades.

To lead the Gestapo to the location of a transmitting station
which has never existed, the Bison had himself driven at night
along a route which we had reconnoitred in advance. A chain was
stretched between two trees across the narrow road. The dimmed-
out headlights failed to show it up in time. The car ran full speed
against the chain. Mathilde and Jean-Frangois cleaned out the
Germans with tommy-guns. The Bison has a broken arm, but he
will recover*

I went to the meeting of the resistance leaders. Leroux accom-
panied me with a warrant. I was Leroux's prisoner. An ideal safe-
conduct.

In three stations we met convoys of men who had refused
deportation.

These young men had handcuffs, irons on their feet and shaved
heads. Some waved their chained hands and cried, "Volunteers!
. . . Volunteers! . . ." Others sang the Marseillaise and beat out
the tempo of the song with their shackles.

The meeting lasted a long time. When it was concluded the
chief said to me,

"There are fourteen of us here. Each one has risked his life in
coming. I am not sure the practical results will justify this risk.
But it makes no difference. Underground France has held a council

138